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The  “I Have Run Out of Fucks To Give” necklace 
 

I would warn you that what follows is going to include a lot of salty language – and I mean a 
fuck ton – but since you’re the sort of person who would buy this necklace, I’m going to just 
assume you’re not going to be offended by that.  
 
I initially made this necklace as a custom order for a lovely woman I know, who told me it 
had become her personal motto in life. Others wanted it too, and so here we are -- or rather, 
there you are, with your new naughty necklace.  
 
The phrase “I have run out of fucks to give” is a clever reordering of a more common 
expression: I don’t give a fuck.  
 
Which itself is an escalation in expletive intensity of a number of other expressions involving 
things you won’t give. These include: 
 
a shit.  
a damn. 
a darn. 
a rat’s ass. 
a hill of beans. 
a hoot.  
a fig.  
 
British people also may not give a toss, which has several meanings but in this case is likely a 
reference to masturbation. Or my personal favorite on the list of things not to give, a 
monkey’s. This is either a truncation of something similar to “rat’s ass,” i.e., it really should 
be a “monkey’s arse,” or it’s a shortening of not giving a monkey’s uncle, which apparently 
debuted as a reference to Darwinian evolution in its time. (Although there’s some debate 
about this, and it involves Cockney, and I don’t feel prepared to wade into those waters.) 
  



 
 
These expressions are also related to: 
 
I could care less/I couldn’t care less.  
I couldn’t give a damn/I couldn’t give a damn.  
 
Interestingly, these mean the same thing and if you’re really into linguistics there’s a whole 
bunch of scholarship on negation in different languages, Google “Jespersen Cycle” to learn 
more. 
 
Anyway, all of these sayings spring from the idea of worthlessness. It’s a colorful way of 
saying the subject of the invective matters so little that you wouldn’t even trade something 
for it that you’d otherwise really want to give rid of – for instance,  a rat’s ass, if you 
happened to have one around. Nor would you trade it for something that’s of negligible 
value, like a single fig, or a hoot, because you could hoot right now, as you read this, and 
what would it cost you? Nothing, that’s what.  
 
As I said, a “fuck” is just a more intense expletive, and as such, is the high value word to 
throw out there when you’re really serious. There is no way to write the next sentence 
without inviting a great deal of punning, but to me “fuck” is an endlessly interesting and 
flexible word. Sometimes it just means “a lot,” as in the way I used it in the very first 
sentence you read here: fuck ton.  
 
But to get extremely literal for a moment, “fuck” is an obscenity that means sex.  Since I hope 
we can all agree that sex isn’t without value or effort, the meaning in the phrase we’re 
considering here does seem to break down.  As does the popular variant about not giving a 
flying fuck. I mean, how exactly is the fuck flying through the air? If it’s fucking while being 
shot of a cannon that’s pretty impressive, logistically, and I wouldn’t want to trade that for 
something of no value.  I can see it more if you’re talking about fucking in the lav of an 
airplane. That’s always struck me as one of the least sexy places imaginable, especially if 
you’ve gotten a whiff of it in the middle of a long haul flight. So yeah, I would totally not 
give a flying fuck in the lav of an airplane in the middle of a transcontinental flight.  
 
And now you know.  
 
Care Instructions 
 
Your new necklace is made from brass. I etch the words into the metal by removing the 
metal around the letters with a corrosive salt called ferric chloride.  Basically, I write the 
words and any other embellishments with a paint marker, which serves as a “resist” – it 
protects the metal underneath the paint from the bite of the salt. When it’s done, I neutralize 
the salt with banking soda and then scrub the hell out of it. For this procedure, I wear bright 
green rubber gloves and handle the metal with chopsticks, but by the time it gets to you, 
there’s no trace of ferric chloride left on the metal. (If there were, you’d have no metal left, 
which would make a very bad necklace indeed.) After etching, I shape, sand, and tumble the 
metal into the shape you see here.  
 



Brass is a good metal for jewelry, in that it doesn’t require special care -- although it’s a good 
idea to keep it dry. (If it gets wet,  just dry it off.) Like many metals, it naturally darkens over 
time. Some people call that patina, and think it’s lovely. Others think it’s yucky. If you think 
it’s yucky, you can squeeze lemon juice on a soft cloth and clean the affected area gently.  
 
Or better yet, contact me, and we’ll figure out the best way to restore it to your liking. In 
fact, if you have any trouble with your new jewelry at all, drop me a line and we’ll make it 
right. Alisonstein @ gmail.com. Please note the one L in Alison!  
 
 

 
 
 
 


